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For Your Vulgar Delectation 


B's death was the only thing that Kim needed to finish him off..and finish him it did. B's death came out of 
nowhere. Kim had almost started to think it was suicide, until the investigation proved otherwise. B had 
accidently overdosed on his prescription drugs. But what did it matter how he died? It didn't change anything, 
but most importantly it couldn't change the fact that he was dead. Nothing could soothe the pain of his loss 
either, but Kim was desperate for a distraction and in his despair, he reached out to the worst person 


possible. Kim reached out to his old friend, Niklas Kvarforth. 


It was a rainy day, a day that perfectly reflected the never ending, raging storm inside of Kim. He was lying on 
the bed with the energy of a corpse in a morgue and counting rain drops streaming down the window. 
Everything was pretty much dead, until the silence was ruined by a knock on the door. 

"Get inl" Kim shouted with the last of strength as he couldn't bother to get up. The door opened and the 
wooden floor creaked under the massive shoes of the incoming individual. Kim would have as much as lifted his 
head to see who his visitor was, but he couldn't care less. Besides, he was certain he already knew who it 
was... 

"Pathetic..." the individual muttered as his shadow hovered over Kim. 

"But that's how you like it, isn't it, Kvarforth?" 


"You know me all too well. That's why | answered your plea. | know you. | know you need a friend in those dark 


times," Niklas said overdramatically and sat on the bed beside Kim. 

"| appreciate your concern for me," Kim smirked weakly as he knew how absurd his words sounded. If nothing 
else, Kvarforth could distract him from his misery with his infamous depravity. Even so, Kim was convinced he 
had done well by calling him over. But that was his mistake. Blinded by the sincerity of their friendship, Kim 
always seemed to forget that, friends or not, Niklas is always on the hunt for something to amuse him. It 
didn't matter in how much pain Kim was, Niklas would still drain him in the blink of an eye. 

"Death is inevitable. It is our friend. The thoughts of death are what made us be what we are today. Why do 
you mourn him? He would have reached out for Death's tempting kiss sooner or later. We all miss B, but we 
all know he's in a much better place now," Niklas took a strand of Kim's hair between his fingers and started 
twirling it around. "Don't pity the dead, Carlsson, pity the living," he whispered slowly as he leaned in to Kim's 
ear. That was all the soothing Kim could get from Niklas. Niklas was already getting bored. He wasn't good at 
pretending to be sympathetic, so he decided it was about time to get things real. Kim gulped, probably 
intimidated by the lack of distance between them, which made Niklas smirk. 

"But he was such a good friend of mine," Kim whispered lifelessly, trying to ignore the awkward state Niklas 
was putting him in. 

"Yes, he was, but now he's nothing but a memory..and a weakness of yours," Niklas kept whispering, "and that 
weakness..." his hand moved to Kim's neck and found his pulse. But Kim's pulse was increasing its pace. He could 
hardly contain it with the singer's hot breath hitting his ear and hand on his neck. He felt as though he was 
suffocating. He was drowning in his sorrow and Niklas was oppressing him with his closeness. "You have become 
nothing but a mere shadow of what you used to be," Niklas’ voice made Kim’ skin crawl, just like Niklas’ hand 
was now crawling down his torso. The air was whistling between Niklas‘ teeth as he inhaled, but Kim felt more 
like as if he was sucking his soul. In a manner, that was exactly was Niklas was doing. He was sucking the little 
remaining life out of Kim, simply because it was the people’ sorrow that he fed upon, like a dementor or 
something. But that wasn't the only thing he planned to feed upon tonight... Niklas‘ hand stopped at Kim's bulge 
and Kim gulped again. 

‘I'm not really in the mood for your games, Niklas, as you may have already noticed," Kim tried to brush off 
Niklas as he was so used to his shenanigans and he tried to sound as certain as possible, but his weakened 
voice and Niklas‘ hand on his junk wasn't making it any better. Niklas' laugh at Kim's words came out as the 
hiss of a snake. 

‘Correct me if I'm mistaken, but | think it was a distraction that you needed, and let me tell you, nothing takes 
the mind off its worries the way that sex does," the singer smirked against Kim's ear and his lips lowered to 
Kim's neck. "You do want me to distract you, to help you forget the pain for a while, don't you?" He hissed, his 
hot breath hitting Kim's neck 

‘lm pretty sure that this wasn't the kind of distraction | meant," Kim swallowed hard again, still trying to 
prevent the deranged man from getting what he wants. 

"Come on, I'll go easy on you, if that's what's bothering you..and if you don't struggle too much," Niklas 
chuckled sadistically in a husky tone. He didn't need to wait for approval; he directly aimed his lips towards 
Kim's and sharply slipped his tongue inside his mouth. Kim let out a moan of surprise. Niklas‘ hand was starting 
to rub Kim through his pants more insistently, which naturally was making Kim hard beyond his control. The 
older man undid the belt and zipper of Kim's pants and his hand reached impatiently inside them. Carlsson 
couldn't withhold the moan. He, being so weakened by the pain of the loss, seemed almost innocent and pure, 
compared to that bastard, who now had his dirty, bloody hands down his pants, taking advantage of how 
helpless he currently felt in his grief. He would take any opportunity to get what he wants, that bastard. 


Niklas started stroking Kim' semi-hard member and gradually lowering himself on the younger man's body, until 
his head was at waist-height. Before Kim knew it, Niklas‘ lips were wrapped hard around his pulsating member. 
He wouldn't have even thought he would be able to get it up in his current state, but apparently Niklas‘ mouth 
was capable of wonders. 

"l used to do this for money back in Norway, you know," Niklas threw in this random fact as if it was 
something to boast about. 

"Yeah, | can tell," Kim noted as he felt Niklas’ skills were far from sloppy. 

"Oh, so you're calling me a good cocksucker now, aren't you?" 

"You're the one bragging around with your skills." 

"You cheeky motherfucker," Niklas smirked and lifted himself up from Kim's body. "Come on, | want you on all 
fours," he commanded. 

| have a bad feeling about this," Kim muttered as he unwillingly turned himself over and took the demanded 
position with his head hung low. Under different circumstances he would have probably refused. He would have 
probably gathered the last of strength and fought Niklas to get away from it if he had to, but at this point 
he didn’t really care. What difference would it make anyway? If anything, the pain would at least give him a 
sign that he's still alive and that's really all he needed those days. He didn’t even have pride left to care about. 
He only had the strength to go with the flow without questioning everything much. 

"Don't worry about this, I'll make it a good feeling," Niklas chuckled as he positioned himself behind Kim. He 
pulled Kim's pants down around his bent knees and pulled down his own pants. He gave himself a few strokes 
and while doing so, he spit on his fingers and ran them over Kim's entrance. The younger man shivered. "Relax. 
The more you tighten your muscles, the more it will hurt," Niklas stated with a sadistic tone in his voice and 
pressed his tip to Kim's ass. The realness of the situation finally came to Kim like a smack the face, but he 
still didn't care, he was only afraid that it would hurt..a lot. Niklas slowly pushed his tip inside Kim's ass and 
Kim's muscles tensed up as the air whistled through his tightly gritted teeth. 

"Goddamnit!" Kim cursed as Niklas pushed another inch inside. "Could you be more careful?" 

"You want me to be careful, Carlsson?" Niklas laughed. "Maybe relaxing your fucking muscles will do you some 
fucking good, my whiny litle slut," he started running his hands all over Kim's bare back and butt cheeks. The 
gentle touch made Kim relax a little, loosening his muscles and this was enough of an invitation for Niklas to 
shove his whole length inside Kim. 

"Jesus fuck, Kvarforth!" Kim almost screamed and gripped the bed sheets tightly as he felt every inch of the 
older man stretching him from the inside. Yeah, he definitely felt alive. Who wouldn't, with a dick in their ass? 
"Don't spare yourself on the screams, Carlsson, you know they're a blessing for my ears," Niklas said softly as 
he started slowly moving inside the blond. The air kept whistling violently through Kim's teeth. He concentrated 
on the feeling. He didn't want to, but it was beyond him as the pain invaded him. It wasn't only pain though. 
There was indeed just as much pleasure as much as there was pain And there was a lot of pain He felt like he 
could almost get used to it. He moaned. "Oh, so you like it now? | thought you were a little reluctant at first, 
but apparently | was left with the wrong impression," Niklas smirked again as Kim's moans grew more frequent. 
“That's right, my little slut." 

"I'm not your slut," Kim stated through gritted teeth, after which another moan followed. 

"Sure you're not," Niklas muttered and picked up his pace drastically. At this point, Kim had buried his face in 
the bed sheets as he gripped them painfully, his ass perked up nice and good for Niklas, who had his hands on 
Kim's hips. Niklas himself had started moaning quietly, while Kim's moans had become so frequent, that they 


sounded more like a constant whining of a man in pain And in pain he was, indeed, but at this point he was 
numb to it, he was way too focused on the pleasure. 

"Ah, | wanna cum," Kim muttered lifelessly into the bedsheets. 

"Stroke yourself, Carlsson," Niklas ordered as he took Kim's statement for asking for approval. Kim didn't need 
any further notice to grab his cock in his hand and start stroking it as fast as his strength allowed. It was 
definitely not the most comfortable position to do so, but he was too desperate to reach his climax to 
acknowledge the discomfort. Niklas, on the other hand, moved in and out of Kim as fast as he could, being close 
to climax himself. Suddenly, a loud groan pierced the air and Kim came all over the bloodstained bedsheets. His 
hand stroked his cock almost painfully, aiming to drain it until the last drop. His chest rose and fell wildly as he 
struggled to catch his breath. Niklas was already digging his fingers painfully into Kim's skin, lost in his 
desperation to cum. In a few moments he froze, then he thrust in and out of Kim slowly, filling him with his 
hot semen. He pulled out and threw his head back, trying to catch his breath. His cum trickled down Kim's ass 
and then down his thighs. 

‘I've asked you many times before, but | think now's a proper occasion to ask whether you have AIDS or not," 
Kim muttered into the bedsheets. 

| don't think | do, but we'll know for sure, sooner or later," Niklas laughed exhaustedly. 

"That's not a laughing matter, motherfucker!" 


